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To the Reader 

CEI( TAIN friends who had 
accompanied me through the 
enchanting fields of lyric versey 
and for whom " The Queen^s 

Garland" was woven and " The 
Kings' Lyrics*^ were bound to- 
gether y being now of graver moody 
have desired me to gather for 
them a posy of Poems Divine and 
Moraly — chosen from the work of 
writers spiritual or contemplative. 

The burden thus laid upon me by 
so friendly hands I take up the 
more willingly y inasmuch a/, with- 
out slighting the poets we so well 



vi To THE Reader 

lave y from Surrey to Shirley^ it 
extends our acquaintance and en- 
ablet us to carry on the lyric line 
from Shirley to Stevenson, and to 
include many sweet singers whose 
verse, albeit well worthy of all 
honour, is, for the most part, read 
but one day in seven. 
It ill becomes the anthologist to 
trespass upon ground usurped by 
the theologian, but this much must 
beadmitted, — that if it be possible 
for harmony and loving-kindness 
to sway the hearts of men, and to 
unite under one broad banner war- 
ring denominations, the honour of 
bringing this to pass will be ac- 
corded, in no small measure y to 



To THE Reader vti 

the writert of spiritual verse. What 
church would not be proud to num- 
ber amongst its members such sweet 
singers as Watts and Cowper^ 
John and Charles Wesley^ The 
supreme beauty of^^Li/cidas" the 
noble sadness of Bishop Kings 
^^Exequi/y" are a universal heri- 
tage, of which nor faith nor infi- 
delity can deprive us. This^ then^ 
has been myaim^ — to gather from 
the verse of three and a half cen- 
turies a handful of poems ^ beauti- 
ful in thoughts of spiritual import^ 
which should refiedt as well as 
might be in a space so limited, all 
moods, from the self-abasement 
of utter unworthiness, to the cou- 
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rage born of a firm faith in the 
divinity of man, which can face^ 
unafraidy the Great Unknown. 

FiTZROY Carrington 



' MiUovfeld/' Mtmaroiicck. New York 
May, 1906 
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The 

Pilgrim's Staff 

Edmund Spenser (i55>i599) 
Easter 

MOST glorious Lord of Life I that on this day. 
Didst mike Thy triumph over death and sin : 
And, having harrow'd hell, didst bring away 
Captivity thence captive, us to win : 
This joyous day, dear Lord, with joy begin ; 
And grant that we, for whom Thou diddest die. 
Being with Thy dear blood clean wash'd from sin. 
May live for ever in felicity I 
And that Thy love we weighing worthily. 
May likewise love Thee for the same again ; 
And for Thy sake, that all like dear did'st buy. 
With love may one another entertain I 

So let us love, dear Love, like as we ought, 
-— Love is the lesson which the Lord us taught 
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Sir Philip Sidney O554-1586) 



Eternal Lome 

LEAVE me. O Love, which reaches! but to dust; 
And thou, my mind, aspire to higher things ; 
Crow rich in that which never taketh rust ; 
Whatever fades, but fading pleasure brings. 
Draw in thy beams, and humble all thy might 
To that sweet yoke where lasting freedoms be ; 
Which breaks the clouds, and opens forth the light. 
That doth both shine, and give us sight to see. 
O take fast hold; let that light be thy guide 
In this small course which birth draws out to death. 
And think how ill becometh him to slide. 
Who seeketh heaven, and comes of heavenly breath. 
Then farewell, world; thy uttermost I see: 
Eternal Love, maintain Thy life in me. 
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Thomas Nashe (1567-1600) 
Adieu ; farewell earth's bliss 

4 DIEU: farewell eirth's bliss, 
A\ This world uncertain is : 

Fond are life's lustful joys. 
Death proves them all but toys. 
None from his darts can fly : 
I am sick. I must die. 

Lord havemercy on us I 

Rich men. trust not in wealth. 
Cold cannot buy you health ; 
Physic himself must fade ; 
All things to end are made ; 
The plague full swift goes by; 
I am sick. I must die. 

Lord have mercy on us I 

Beauty is but a flower. 
Which wrinkles will devour: 
Brightness falls from the air; 
Queens have died young and fair ; 
Dust hath closed Helen's eye ; 
I am sick. I must die. 

Lord have mercy on us I 
3 
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Strength stoops onto the grave : 
Worms feed on Hedtor brave; 
Swords may not fight with fate : 
Earth still holds ope her gate. 
Come, come, the bells do cry : 
I am sick, I must die. 

Lord have mercy on us I 

Wit with his wontonness, 
Tasteth death's bitterness. 
Hell's executioner 
Hath no ears for to hear 
What vain art can reply ; 
I am sick, I must die. 

Lord have mercy on us I 

Haste therefore each degree 
To welcome destiny : 
Heaven is our heritage. 
Earth but a player's stage. 
Mount we unto the sky ; 
I am sick, I must die. 

Lord have mercy on us I 
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Thomas Campion (15677-1619) 



O come quickly! 



NEVER weather-beaten sail more willing bent to 
shore. 
Never tired pilgrim's limbs affedted slumber more. 
Than my wearied sprite now longs to fly out of my 

troubled breast : 
O come quickly, sweetest Lord, and take my soul to rest I 

Ever blooming are the joys of heaven's high Paradise, 
Cold age deaf s not there our ears nor vapour dims our eyes : 
Clory there the sun outshines : whose beams the Blessed 

only see : 
O come quickly, glorious Lord, and raise my sprite to 

Thee I 

Awakcy awake/ thou heavy 
sprite 

A WAKE, awake I thou heavy sprite 
A\ That sleep'st the deadly sleep of sin I 
Rise now and walk the ways of light, 
Tis not too late yet to begin. 

5 
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Seek heaven early, seek it late ; 
True Fahh inds still an open gate. 

Get up, get up, thou leaden man I 
Thy track to endless joy or pain. 

Yields but the model of a span : 

Yet bums out thy life's lamp in vain I 

One minute bounds thy bane or bliss : 

Then watch and labour while time is. 



Anonymous 

Song of Mary the Mother of 
Christ 

HIERUSALEM, my happy home. 
When shall I come to thee ? 
When shall my sorrows have an end. 
Thy joys when shall I see ? 

O happy harbour of the Saints I 

O sweet and pleasant soil I 
In thee no sorrow may be found. 

No grief, no care, no toil. 



Anonymous 



Thttt lust and lucre cannot dwell. 

There envy bears no sway ; 
There is no hunger, heat, nor cold. 

But pleasure every way. 

Thy walls are made of precious stones. 
Thy bulwarks diamonds square ; 

Thy gates are of right orient pearl. 
Exceeding rich and rare. 

Thy turrets and thy pinnacles 

With carbuncles do shine ; 
Thy very streets are paved with gold 

Surpassing clear and fine. 

Ah, my sweet home, Hierusalem, 

Would Cod I were in thee ! 
Would Cod my woes were at an end. 

Thy joys that I might see I 

Thy gardens and thy gallant walks 

Continually are green ; 
There grow such sweet and pleasant flowers 

As nowhere else are seen. 

Quite through the streets, with silver sound. 

The flood of Life doth flow ; 
Upon whose banks on every side 

The wood of Life doth grow. 

7 
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There trees for evermore bear fruit* 

And evermore do spring ; 
There evermore the angels sit. 

And evermore do sing. 

Oof Lady sings Magnificat 
With tones surpassing sweet ; 

And all the virgins bear their part. 
Sitting about her feet. 

Hierusalem. my happy home. 
Would God I were in thee I 

Would Cod my woes were at an end. 
Thy joys that I might see I 



Anonymous 



The Coming of the King 

YET if His Majesty, our sovereign lord 
Should of his own accord 
Friendly himself invite. 
And say 'I'll be your guest to morrow night,' 
How should we stir ourselves, call and command 
All hands to woA I 'Let no man idle stand. 
8 
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I Set me ine Sptnish tables in the hall* 
i Seetheybeittedall; 

Let there be room to eat 

And order taken that there want no meat. 
I See every sconce and candlestick made bright, 
j That without tapers they may give a light. 
! Look to the presence : are the carpets spread. 
I The dazie o'er the head. 

The cushions in the chairs. 
! And all the candles lighted on the stairs ? 

Perfume the chambers, and in any case 

Let each man give attendance in his place.' 

Thus if the king were coming would we do. 

And 'twere good reason too; 

For 'tis a duteous thing 
I To show all honour to an earthly king. 

And after all our travail and our cost. 

So he be pleased, to think no labour lost. 

But at the coming of the King of Heaven 

All's set at six 'and seven: 

We wallow in our sin. 

Christ cannot ind a chamber in the inn. 

We entertain him always like a stranger 

And as at first still lodge Him in the manger. 
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Sir Henri/ Wotton (1568-1640) 

A Hymn to my God 
In a night of my late sickness 

OH, thou great Power I in whom I move. 
For whom I live, to whom I die. 
Behold me through thy beams of love. 
Whilst on this couch of tears I lie; 
And cleanse my sordid soul within. 
By thy Christ's blood, the bath of sin. 

No hallowed oils, no grains I need. 

No rags of saints, no purging fire; 

One rosy drop from David's seed 

Was worlds of seas to quench thine ire : 
O precious ransom I which once paid. 
That Consummatum est was said; 

And said by Him that said no more. 
But seal*d it with his sacred breath : 
Thou, then, that has dispong'd my score. 
And dying wast the deadi of Death, 
Be to me now, on Thee I call. 
My life, my strength, my joy, my alll 
to 
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John Donne 

John Donne («573-«63i) 



Death 

DEATH, be not provd, thoogli some have called 
Thee 
Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so ; 
For those, whom thou think'st thou dost overthrow* 
Die not, poor Death, nor yet anst thou kill me : 
From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures be. 
Much pleuure, then from thee much more must iIow» 
And soonest our best men with thee do go, 
Kest of their bones, and soul's delivery. 
Thou art slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate men* 
And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell ; 
And poppy or charms an make us sleep u well 
And better than thy stroke; — why swell'st thou then? 
Our short sleep past, we wake eternally. 
And Death shall be no more: Death, thou shalt die I 
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To cry for vengeince 

Sin doth never cetse. 
In your deep floods 

Drown all my faults and fears: 
Nor let Iiis eye 

See sin, but througli my tears. 



John Amner 

A stranger here^ as ail my 
fathers were 

A STRANGER here, as all my fathers were 
That went before, I wander to and fro ; 
From earth to heaven is my pilgrimage* 
A tedious way for flesh and blood to go : 
O Thou that art the way, pity the blind 
And teach me how I may Thy dwelling And. 
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William Drummond 

From the mezzotint by John Finlayson 

ifter the painting by Cornelis Jtnsen 
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William Drummond 

William Drummond (1585-1649) 

The World: A Book to be Read 

OF this (air volume wlicli we World do ctlL 
If we the sleets and leaves would turn with care 
Of Him who it corrects, and did it frame. 
We clear might read the art and wisdom rare ; 
Find out His power which wildest arts doth tame. 
His providence extending everywhere. 
His justice which proud rebels doth not spare. 
In every page, no period of the same : 
But silly we, like foolish children, rest 
Well pleased with colour 'd vellum, leaves of gold : 
Fair dangling ribbons, leaving what is best. 
Of the great Writer's sense ne'er taking hold : 
Or if by chance we stay our minds on aught. 
It is some pidure on the margin wrought. 
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George Wither (1588-1667) 

A Lullaby 

SWEET baby, sleep I whit ails my dear. 
What ails my darling tbus to cry ? 
Be still, my cbild, and lend tbine ear. 
To bear me sing tby lullaby : 
My pretty lamb, forbear to weep ; 
Be still, my dear; sweet baby, sleep. 

Tbou blessed soul, what canst tbou (ear ? 
What tbing to thee can mischief do ? 
Thy Cod is now thy Father dear. 
His holy Spouse, thy Mother too. 
Sweet baby, then forbear to weep ; 
Be still, my babe: sweet baby, sleep. 

Sweet baby, sleep, and nothing fear: 
For whosoever thee offends 
By thy Protedor threaten'd are. 
And Cod and Angels are thy friends. 
Sweet baby, then forbear to weep: 
Be still, my babe: sweet baby, sleep., 
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George Wither 

Wben Cod witli us wis dwelliiig here. 
In little babes He took deligbt : 
Sucli innocents is tbou, my dear. 
Are ever precious in His sight. 
Sweet btby, tlien forbear to weep : 
Be still, my babe ; sweet baby, sleep 

A little infant once was He ; 
And strength in weakness then wu laid 
Upon His Virgin Mother's knee. 
That power to thee might be convey 'd. 
Sweet baby, then forbear to weep ; 
Be still, my babe : sweet baby, sleep. 

The King of kings, when He was bom. 
Had not so much for outward ease ; 
By Him such dressings were not worn. 
Nor such-like swaddling-clothes as these. 
Sweet baby, then forbear to weep : 
Be still, my babe ; sweet baby, sleep. 

Within a manger lodged thy Lord, 
Where oxen lay, and asses fed : 
Warm rooms we do to thee af ord. 
An easy cradle or a bed. 
Sweet baby, then forbear to weep: 
Be stiH, my babe; sweet baby, deep. 
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Tliou list, yet more* to ptdtCt this, 

A promise and an earnest got 

Of gaining everlasting bliss, 

Tliougli thou, my babe, perceiv'st it not ; 

Sweet baby, then forbear to weep ; 

Be still, my babe ; sweet baby, sleep. 

Inward Comfort 

Written during the time of the Author's impris- 
onment in the Marshalsea 

N5W that my body dead-alive. 
Bereaved of comfort, lies in thrall. 
Do thou, my soul, begin to thrive. 
And unto honey turn this gall ; 

So shall we both through outward woe. 
The way to inward comfort know. 

As to the flesh we food do give. 

To keep us in this mortal breath : 

So souls on meditations live 

And shun thereby immortal death ; 
Nor art thou ever nearer rest. 
Than when thou (nd'st me most opprest. 

First think, my souL if I have foes 
That take t pleasure in my care» 
i8 
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And to procure these outward woes. 

Have thus entrapped me unaware ; 
Thou should'st by much more careful be. 
Since greater foes lay wait for thee. 

Then when mew'd up in grates of steel. 
Minding those joys mine eyes do miss. 
Thou (nd'st no torment thou dost feel. 
So grievous as privation is ; 

Muse how the damn'd, in flames that glow. 
Pine in the loss of bliss they know. 

Thou seest there's given so great might 

To some that are but clay as I ; 

Their very anger can afright. 

Which, if in any thou espy. 

Thus think ; if mortals' frowns strike fear. 
How dreadful will Cod's wrath appear? 

By my late hopes that now are crost, 

G>nsider those that firmer be : 

And make the freedom I have lost, 

A means that may remember thee : 
Had Christ not thy redeemer bin. 
What horrid thrall thou had'st been in. 

These iron chains, these bolts of steel. 
Which other poor offenders grind, 

9 
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As if we daily were to take 
Our everlasting leave. 

Tbe (rowardness that springs 
From our corrupted kind. 

Or from tkose troublous outward things 
Which may distract the mind : 
Permit Thou not, O Lord I 
Our constant love to shake. 

Or to disturb our true accord. 
Or make our hearts to ache. 

But let these frailties prove 

Affedion's exercise. 
And that discretion teach our love 

Which wins the noblest prize: 

So time, which wears away. 

And ruins all things else. 
Shall ix our love on Thee for aye. 

In whom perfection dwells. 
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Henry King 

Henry Kingy Bishop of Chi- 
chester (1591-1669) 

The Exequy 
On the Death of a Beloved Wife 

4 CCEPT, tbou Shrine of my deid Stint, 
/\ Instead of Dirges this complaint ; 

And for sweet flowres to crown thy hearse. 
Receive t strew of weeping verse 
From thy griev'd friend, whom thou might'st see 
Quite melted into tears for thee. 

Dear loss I since thy untimely fate. 

My task hath been to meditate 

On thee, on thee: thou art the book. 

The library, whereon I look. 

Though almost blind. For thee (lov'd clay) 

I languish out, not live, the day. 

Using no other exercise 

But what I practice with mine tytsi 

By which wet glasses, I (nd out 

How lazily time creeps about 
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To one that mourns: tliis, onely tliifl. 
My exercise and bus'ness is: 
So I compute tlie weary lioures 
Witli sighs dissolved into showres. 

Nor wonder* if my time go thus 
Backward and most preposterous; 
Thou hast benighted me; thy set 
This Eve of blackness did beget. 
Who was't my day, (though overcast. 
Before thou had'st thy Noon-tide past) 
And I remember must in tears. 
Thou scarce had'st seen so many years 
As Day tells houres. By thy deer Sun, 
My love and fortune first did run: 
But thou wilt never more appear 
Folded within my Hemisphear, 
Since both thy light and motion 
Like a fled Star is fall'n and gon. 
And twixt me and my soules dear wish 
The earth now interposed is. 
Which such a strange eclipse doth make. 
As ne're was read in Almanake. 

I could allow thee, for a time. 
To darken me and my sad Clime, 
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Henry King 

Were it a montli* a year* or ten, 
I would thy exile live till then; 
And all that space my mirtli adjourn. 
So thou wouldst promise to return; 
And putting off thy ashy shrowd. 
At length disperse this sorrows cloud. 

But woe is mel the longest date 
Too narrow is to calculate 
These empty hopes: never shall I 
Be so much blest as to descry 
A glimpse of thee, till that day come. 
Which shall the earth to cinders doome. 
And a ierce Feaver must calcine 
The body of this world, like thine. 
My Little World I That £t of fire 
Once off, our bodies shall aspire 
To our soules bliss: then we shall rise. 
And view our selves with deerer eyes 
In that calm Region, where no night 
Can hide us from each others sight. 

Mean time, thou hast her, earth ; much good 
May my harm do thee. Since it stood 
With Heavens will, I might not call 
Her longer mine, — I give thee all 
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My sbort-liv'd right and interest 
In her, whom living I lov'd best: 
With a most free and bounteous grie(» 
I give thee, what I could not keep. 
Be kind to her, and prethee look 
Thou write into thy Dooms-day book 
Each parcell of this Rarity, 
Which in thy Casket shrin'd doth ly: 
See that thou make thy reck'ning streight. 
And yield her back again by weight: 
For thou must audit on thy trust 
Each graine and atome of this dust. 
As thou wilt answer Him that lent. 
Not gave thee, my dear Monument. 
So close the ground, and 'bout her shade 
Black curtains draw; — my Bride is laid. 

Sleep on, my Love, in thy cold bed. 

Never to be disquieted I 

My last good night I Thou wilt not wake. 

Till I thy fate shall overtake: 

Till age, or grief, or sickness, must 

Marry my body to that dust 

It so much loves: and fill the room 

My heart keeps empty in thy Tomb. 

Stay for me there: I will not faile 

To meet thee in that hollow Vale: 



Henry King 



And think not mucli of my delay; 

I am already on the way. 

And follow thee with dl the speed 

Desire can make, or sorrows breed. 

Each minute is a short degree. 

And ev'ry houre a step towards thee« 

At nighty when I betake to rest. 

Next mom I rise neerer my West 

Of life, almost by eight houres saile 

Then when sleep breath'd his drowsie gale. 

Thus from the Sun my Bottom stears. 

And my dayes Compass downward bears: 

Nor labour I to stemme the tide. 

Through which to Thee I swiftly glide. 

'T is true, with shame and grief I yield. 

Thou, like the Vann, first took'st the field. 

And gotten hast the victory. 

In thus adventuring to dy 

Before me, whose more years might aave 

A just precedence in the grave. 

But hearki My Pulse, like a soft Drum, 

Beats my approch, tells Thee I come; 

And slow howere my marches be, 

I shall at last sit down by Thee. 
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Tie tliouglit of tliis bids me go on» 
And wait my dissolution 
Witli lope and comfort. Dear, (forgive 
Tie crime*) I am content to live 
Divided, witl but lalf a leart. 
Till we slall meet and never part. 

Francis Quarles (1592-1644) 
Mors Tua 

C^N le be fair, tlat witlers at a blast? 
Or le be strong, tlat aiery breatl can cast ? 
Can le be wise, tlat knows not low to live ? 
Or le be rid, tlat notling latl to give ? 
Can le be young, tlat 's feeble, weak and wan ? 

So fair, strong, wise, so rid, so young is Man. 
So fair is Man, tlat Deatl (a parting blast) 
Blasts lis fair flow'r, and makes lim Eartl at last: 
So strong b Man, tlat witl a guping breatl 
He totters, and bequeatls lis strengtl to Deatl; 
So wise is Man, tlat if witl Deatl le strive. 
His wisdom cannot teacl lim low to live; 
So rid is Man, tlat (all lis debts b'ing paid) 
His wealtl 's tie winding sleet wlerein le 's laid; 
aS 
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Francis Quarles 

So young is Man, that (broke with Care and Sorrow) 
He '$ old enough to day, to die to-morrow: 
Why bragg'st thou then, thou worm of five-foot long ? 
Th' art neither fair, nor strong, nor wise, nor rich, nor 
young. 

Mt/ trust if in the Cross 

CAN nothing settle my uncertain breast. 
And fix my rambling love ? 
Can my affections find out nothing best. 
But still and still remove ? 
Has earth no mercy ? Will no ark of rest 

Receive my restless dove ? 
Is there no good, than which there 's nothing higher. 

To bless my full desire 
With joys that never change: with joys that ne'er expire ? 

I wanted wealth: and, at my dear request. 

Earth lent a quick supply: 
I wanted mirth, to charm my sullen breast; 

And who more brisk than I ? 
I wanted fame, to glorify the rest; 

My fame flew eagle-high; 
My joy not fully ripe, but all decay 'd. 

Wealth vanish'd like a shade; 
My mirth began to flag, my fame began to fade* 

^9 
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The wodd 's in ocean, homed to and fro 

With ev'ry blast of passion: 
Hef lustful streams, when either ebb or flow. 

Are tides of man's vexation: 
They alter daily, and they daily grow 

The worse by alteration: 
The earth 's a cask full tunn'd, yet wanting measure; 

Her precious wine is pleasure; 
Her yeast is honour's puff: her lees are worldly treasure. 

My trust b in the Cross: let beauty flag 

Her loose, her wanton sail; 
Let count'nance-gilding honour cease to brag 

In courtly terms, and vail; 
Let ditch-bred wealth henceforth forget to wag 

Her base, though golden, tail: 
False beauty's conquest is but real loss. 

And wealth but golden dross; 
Best honour's but a blast: my trust is in the Cross. 

My trust is in the Cross; there lies my rest: 

My fast, my sole delight: 
Let cold-mouth'd Boreas, or the hot-mouth'd East, 

Blow till they burst with spite: 
Let earth and hell conspire their worst, their best. 

And join their twisted might; 
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Let sbow'rs of thunderbolts dart down and wound tat. 

And troops of fiends surround me. 
All tliis may well confront; all this shall ne'er confound 
me. 

Good Night 

CLOSE now thine eyes, and rest secure; 
Thy soul is safe enough; thy body sure: 
He that loves thee. He that keeps 
And guards thee, never slumbers, never sleeps. 
The smiling Conscience in a sleeping breast 
Has only peace, has only rest; 
The music and the mirth of kings 
Are all but very discords, when she sings: 

Then close thine eyes and rest secure; 
No sleep so sweet as thine, no rest so sure. 



George Herbert (1593-1633) 
The Pilgrimage 

ITRAVELL'D on, seeing the hilL where lay 
My expectation. 
A long it was and weary way: 
The gloomy ave of Desperation 
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I left on th' one, and on the other side 
The rock of Pride. 

And so I came to Phansie's meadow, strow'd 
With many a flower: 
Fain would I here have made abode, 
Bvt I was qvicken'd by my hour. 
So to Care's copse I came, and there got through 
With much ado. 

That led me to the wild of Passion, which 
Some call the wold: 
A wasted place, bvt sometimes rich. 
Here I was robb'd of all my gold. 
Save one good angel, which a friend had tied 
Close to my side. 

At length I got onto the gladsome hill. 
Where lay my hope. 
Where lay my heart; and climbing stilL 
When I had gain'd the brow and top, 
A lake of brackish waters on the ground 
Was all I found. 

With that abash'd and struck with many a sting 
Of swarming fears, 
I fell and cried, 'Alas, my King, 
Can both the way and end be tears?' 
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Yet taking heirt, I rose* and ihen perceived 
I WIS deceived. 

My liill was forther: so I flvng away. 
Yet heard a cry 
Just as I went, 'None goes that way 
And lives.* 'If that be aU; said I 
'After so fovl a journey death is fair. 
And but a chair/ 

Sunday 

ODAY most calm, most bright. 
The fruit of this, the next world's bud, 
Th' indorsement of supreme delight. 
Writ by a Friend, and with His blood: 
The couch of Time, Care's balm and bay: 
The week were dark, but for thy light: 
Thy torch doth show the way. 

The other days and thou 
Make up one man, whose face thou irt^ 
Knocking at Heaven with thy brow; 
The working days are the back part; 
The burden of the week lies there. 
Making the whole to stoop and bow, 
Till thy release appear. 



33 



The Pilgrim's Staff 

Mtn had straight forward gone 
To endless death: but thoo dost pvU 
And turn vs round to look on One, 
Whom, if we were not very dull. 
We could not choose but look on still. 
Since there is no place so alone. 
The which He doth not ill I 

Sundays the pillars are 
On which Heav'n's palace arched lies: 
The other days ill up the spare 
And hollow room with vanities: 
They are the fruitful beds and borders 
Of Cod's rich garden; that is bare. 
Which parts their ranks and orders. 

The Sundays of man's life. 
Threaded together on Time's string. 
Make bracelets to adorn the wife 
Of the eternal glorious King: 
On Sunday Heaven's gate stands ope; 
Blessings are plentiful and rife. 
More plentiful than hope. 

This day my Saviour rose. 
And did enclose this light for His: 
That, as each beast his manger knows, 
Man might not of his fodder miss : 
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Qirist htth took in tliis piece of grouid* 
And made i garden there, for those 
Who want herbs for their wound. 

The rest of our Creation 

Ovr great Redeemer did remove 

With the same shake, which at His passion 

Did th' earth, and all things with it, move: 

As Samson bore the doors away, 

Christ's hands, though nail*d, wrought our salvation. 

And did unhinge that day. 

The brightness of that day 
We sullied by our foul offence ; 
Wherefore that robe we cast away. 
Having a new at His expense. 
Whose drops of blood paid the full price 
That was required to make us gay. 
And it for Paradise. 

Thou art a day of mirth : 

And where the week-days trail on ground. 

Thy light is higher, as thy birth. 

O, let me take thee at the bound. 

Leaping with thee from sev'n to sev'n. 

Till that we both, being toss'd from earth. 

Fly hand in hand to heav'n ! 



35 



The Pilgrim's Staff 
Life 

I MADE I posy wUle the day ran by: 
Here will I smell my remnant out and tie 
My life within this band. 
But time did beckon to the flowers, and they 
By noon most cunningly did steal away 
And wiiher'd in my hand. 

My hand was next to them, and then my heart; 
I took, without more thinking, in good part 

Time's gentle admonition. 
Who did so sweetly death's sad taste convey. 
Making my mind to smell my fatal day. 

Yet sug'ring the suspicion. 

Farewell, dear flowers, sweetly your time ye spent. 
Fit, while ye liv'd, for smell and ornament. 

And after death for cures ; 
I follow straight without complaints or grief. 
Since, if my scent be good, I care not if 

It be as short as yours. 

Peace 

^ WEET Peace,wheredost thoudwell? I humbly crave, 
i^y Let me once know. 
I fo^ht thee in a secret ave, 
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And ask'd, if Peace were there. 
A hollow wind did seem to answer. No: 
Co seek elsewhere. 

I did : and going did a rainbow note : 

Surely, thought L 
This is the lace of Peace's coat: 

I will search out the matter. 
But while I look'd, the clouds immediately 

Did break and scatter. 

Then went I into a garden, and did spy 

A gallant flower. 
The Qown Imperial : Sure, said I, 

Peace at the root must dwell : 
But when I digg'd, I saw a worm devour 

What show*d so well. 

At length I met a rev rend good old man: 

Whom when for Peace 
I did demand, he thus began : 

There was a Prince of old 
At Salem dwelt, who liv'd with good increase 

Of flock and fold. 

He sweetly liv'd ; yet sweetness did not save 

His life from foes ; 
But after death out of His grave 
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Is shorter made. 
That earth may lessen to our eyes. 

Oh, be not careless then and play 

Until the star of peace 
Hide all his beams in dark recess. 
Poor pilgrims needs must lose their way 
When all the shadows do inaease. 



John Milton (1608-1674) 
Lycidas 

In this Monody the Author bewails a learned Frien( 
unfortunately drowned in his passage from Ches 
ter on the Irish seas MDCXXXVII. And b; 
occasion foretels the ruin of our corrupted derg) 
then in their height. 

YET once more, O ye laurels, and once more. 
Ye myrtles brown, with ivy never sear 
I come to pluck your berries harsh and crude. 
And with forc'd ingers rude 
Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year. 
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Bitter constttint and sid occasion dear 
Compels me to disturb yovr season due ; 
For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime. 
Young Lycidas, and liatli not left his peer. 
Vho would not sing for Lycidas ? he knew 
Himself to sing, and build the lofty rhyme. 
Jle must not float upon his wat'ry bear 
XJftwept, and welter to the parching wind, 
[Without the meed of some melodious tear. 

Begin then. Sisters of the sacred well 
IThat from beneath the seat of Jove doth spring: 
n, and somewhat loudly sweep the string, 
ence with denial vain, and coy excuse ; 

\o may some gentle Muse 
..i^ith lucky words favour my destin'd urn; 
Und as he passes turn, 

^nd bid fair peace be to my sable shrowd. 

^or we were nurst upon the self-same hill, 

'ed the same flock, by fountain, shade, and rill. 
Together both, ere the high lawns appear'd 

Jnder the opening eyelids of the morn, 

Ee drove aield, and both together heard 
hat time the gray-fly winds her sultry horn, 
tt'ning our flocks with the fresh dews of night, 
)ft till the Star that rose, at ev'ning, bright, 
'oward Heav*n's descent had slop'd his westering wheel, 
(eanwhile the rural ditties were not mute, 
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Temper'd to th' otten flute ; 
Roogli Satyrs duc'd, and Fioiis with cloven ked 
From the glad sound would not be absent long* 
And old Damctas lov'd to bear our song. 

But O. tbe beavy cbange, now tbou art gon. 
Now tbou art gon, and never must return I 
Thee. Shepherd, thee tbe woods, and desert aves. 
With wilde thyme and tbe gadding vine o'regrown. 
And all their echoes mourn. 
The willows, and ibe hazel copses green. 
Shall now np piore be seen 
Fanning the^foyous leaves to thy soft layes. 
As killing as the canker to tbe rose. 
Or taint- worm to the weanling herds that graze. 
Or frost to flowers, that their gay wardrobe wear. 
When first the white-thorn blows: 
Such, Lycidas, thy loss to shepherd's ear. 

Where were ye. Nymphs, when the remorseless it^ 
Closed o're the head of your loved Lycidas 7 
For neither were ye playing on the steep. 
Where your old bards, tbe famous Druids, lye. 
Nor on the shaggy top of Mona high. 
Nor yet where Deva spreads her wisard stream. 
Ay me, I fondly dream F 

Had ye bin there, for what could that have done? 
What could the Muse herself that Orpheus bore. 
The Muse herself, for her inchanting son 
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Whom universal Nature did lament. 
When, by the root that made the hideous roar. 
His goary visage down the stream was sent, 
Down the swift Hebms to the Lesbian shore 7 

Alas I what boots it with incessant care 
To tend the homely slighted shepherd's tradcj 
And stridly meditate the thankless Muse ? 
Were it not better done, as others vse. 
To sport with Amaryllis in the shade. 
Or with the tangles of Necra's hair? 
Fame is the spur that the clear spirit doth raise 
(That last infirmity of noble mind) 
To scorn delights, and live laborious dayes; 
But the fair guerdon when we hope to find. 
And think to burst out into sudden blaze, 
G>mes the blind Fury with th' abhorred shears. 
And slits the thin-spun life. 'But not the praise,' 
Phoebus replied, and touched my trembling ears ; 
'Fame is no plant that grows on mortal soil. 
Nor in the glistering foil 
Set off to th' world, nor in broad rumour lies. 
But lives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes 
And perfed witness of all-judging Jove : 
As he pronounces lastly on each deed. 
Of so much fame in Heav'n expedt thy meed.' 

Of fountain Arethuse, and tliou lionour'd flood. 
Smooth-sliding Mincius, crown'd with vocall reeds, 
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Thtt stniii I heird wis of i Iiiglier mood* 

But now my oite proceeds^ 

And listens to the henld of ihe sea, 

Thtt cime in Neptune's plei: 

He ask'd ihe waves, and ask'd ihe feUon winds» 

What hard mishap hath doomed this gentle swain? 

And qnestion'd every gust of rugged wings 

That blows from off each beaked promontory. 

They knew not of his story: 

And sage Hippotades their answer brings. 

That not a blast was from his dungeon stray 'd ; 

The air was calm, and on the level brine 

Sleek Panope with all her sisters play'd. 

It was that fatall and peridious buk. 

Built in th' eclipse, and rigg'd with curses dark. 

That sunk so low that sacred head of thine. 

Next Camus, reverend sire, went footing slow. 
His mantle hairy, and his bonnet sedge. 
Inwrought with igures dim, and on the edge. 
Like to that sanguine flower inscrib*d with woe. 
'Ahl who hath reft' (quoth he) 'my dearest pledge?' 
Last came and last did go. 
The pilot of the Galilean lake : 
Two massy keyes he bore, of metals twain 
(The golden opes, the iron shuts amain) 
He shook his mitr'd locks, and stem bespake : 
'How well could I have spar'd for thee young swain, 
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Anow of snch as for their bellies' sike 

Creep, and intrvde, and climb into the fold ? 

Of other care they little reck'ning make. 

Than bow to scramble at tbe shearers' feast. 

And shove away the worthy bidden gvest. 

Blind months I that scarce themselves know how to hold 

A sheephook, or have leam'd ought else the least 

That to the f aithf oil herdsman's art belongs I 

What recks it them ? What need they ? They are sped : 

And, when they list, their lean and flashy songs 

Crate on their scrannel pipes of wretched straw: 

The hungry sheep look up, and are not fed. 

But swoln with wind and the rank mist they draw 

Rot inwardly, and foul contagion spread. 

Besides what the grim wolf with privy paw 

Daily devours apace, and nothing sed. 

But that two-handed engine at the door 

Stands ready to smite once, and smite no more/ 

Return Alpheus, the dread voice is past 
That shrunk thy streams ; return, Sicilian Muse, 
And call the vales, and bid them hither cast 
Their bels, and flouerets of a thousand hues. 
Ye valleys low, where the milde whispen use 
Of shades, and wanton winds, and gushing brooks. 
On whose fresh lap the swart star sparely looks. 
Throw hither all your quaint enamel'd eyes. 
That on the green terf suck the honied showres, 
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And purple til the ground with vemtl iowtts. 
Bring the rathe primrose that forsaken dies. 
The tvfted crow-toe and pale gessamine. 
The white pink, and the pansy freakt with jeat. 
The glowing violet. 

The musk-rose, and the well-attir'd woodbine. 
With cowslips wan that hang the pensive hed. 
And every flower that sad embroidery wears; 
Bid Amaranthus all his beauty shed. 
And dafidillies ill iheir cups with tears. 
To strew the laureate herse where Lycid lies. 
For so to interpose a little ease. 
Let our frail thoughts dally with false surmise. 
Ay me I whilst thee the shores and sounding seas 
Wash far away, where ere thy bones are hurl'd ; 
Whether beyond ihe stormy Hebrides, 
Where thou perhaps under the whelming tide. 
Visit 'st the bottom of the monstrous world ; 
Or whether thou, to our moist vows denied, 
Sleep'st by the fable of Bellerus old. 
Where the great vision of the guarded Mount 
Looks toward Namancos and Bayona's hold ; 
Look homeward. Angel, now, and melt with ruth ; 
And, O ye Dolphins, waft the hapless youth. 

Weep no more, woful shepherds, weep no more. 
For Lycidas your sorrow is not dead. 
Sunk though he be beneath the wat'ry iloar. 
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So sinks tie day-star in tie ocean bed» 

And yet anon repain his drooping bead* 

And tricks Bis beams, and with new-spangled ore 

Flames in the forehead of the morning sky; 

So Lycidas sunk low, but mounted high. 

Through the dear might of Him that walked the waves, 

Whefe, other groves and other streams along. 

With nedtar pure his oozy locks he laves : 

And hears the unexpressive nuptiall song. 

In the blest Kingdoms meek of joy and love. 

There entertain him all the saints above. 

In solemn troops, and sweet societies. 

That sing, and singing in their glory move. 

And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes. 

Now, Lycidas, the shepherds weep no more ; 

Henceforth thou art the Genius of the shore. 

In thy large recompense, and shalt be good 

To all that wander in that perilous flood. 

Thus sang the uncouth swain to the okes and rills. 
While the still mom went out with sandals grey; 
He touched the tender tops of various quills. 
With eager thought warbling his Dorick lay. 
And now the sun had stretch'd out all the hills. 
And now was dropt into the western bay; 
At last he rose, and twitch'd his mantle blew: 
To-motrow to fresh woods, and pastures new. 

47 



4 



The Pilgrim's Staff 

Still live in me tliis longing strife 
Of living deitli and dying life; 
For wliile Thou sweetly sliyest me. 
Dead to myself, I live in Tliee. 

Upon the Book and PiChire of 

the Seraphical Saint 

Teresa 

OTHOU undaunted daughter of desires I 
By all thy dower of lights and ires; 
By all the eagle in thee* all the dove ; 
By all thy lives and deaths of love: 
By thy large draughts of intelledtual day. 
And by thy thirsts of love more large than they; 
By all thy brim-illM bowls of ierce desire. 
By thy last morning's draught of liquid ire ; 
By the full kingdom of that inal kiss 
That seized thy parting soul, and seal'd thee His: 
By all the Heav'n thou hast in Him 
(Fair sister of the seraphim I) : 
By all of Him we have in thee : 
Leave nothing of myself in me. 
Let me so read thy life, that I 
Unto all life of mine may die I 
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Jeremy Taylor^ Bishop of Down 
and Connor (1613-1667) 

Hymn for Advent 

LORD, come away: 
Why dost Thou sUy? 
Thy road is ready; and Thy paths, made straight. 
With longing expectation wait 
The consecration of Thy beauteous feet. 
Ride on triumphantly : Behold, we lay 
Our lusts and proud wills in Thy way. 

Hosanna I Welcome, to our hearts I Lord, here 
Thou hast a temple too, and full as dear 
As that of Sion : and as full of sin : 
Nothing but thieves and robbers dwell therein : 
Enter, and chase them forth, and cleanse the floor ; 
Crucify them, that they may never more 
Profane that holy place 
Where Thou hast chose to set Thy face. 
And then, if our stiff tongues shall be 
Mute in the praises of Thy Deity, 

The stones out of the temple wall 
Shall cry aloud, and call 
Hosanna I and Thy glorious footsteps greet. 
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'Tke Hetvenly Babe yon tbere dull fiad 
To humuL view HsfUydp 
An meanly wnpt ui swaduag-buub 
And in a manger laid.' 

Thus spake tlie Serapb ; and fofdiwiti 
Appear'd a shining throng 
Of Angels, praising Cod» and thus 
Address'd their joyful song : — 

'An glory be to Cod on high. 

And to the earth be peace; 

Good-win henceforth from Heaven to men 

Begin* and never ceasel' 



Joseph Addison (1671-1719) 
Hymn 

THE spacious firmament on high. 
With an the blue ethereal sky. 
And spangled heavens, a shining frame. 
Their great Original proclaim. 
Th' unwearied Sun from day to day 
Does his Creator's power display; 
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And publishes to every Imd 
The work of in Almighty htnd. 

Soon IS the evening shades prevail* 
The Moon takes up the wondrous tale ; 
And nightly to the listening Earth 
Repeats the story of her Birth : 
Whilst all the stars that round her bum* 
And all the planets in their turn. 
Confirm the tidings as they roll 
And spread the truth from pole to pole. 

What though in solemn silence all 
Move round the dark terrestrial ball : 
What though nor real voice nor sound 
Amidst their radiant orbs be found ? 
In Reason's ear they all rejoice* 
And utter forth a glorious voice; 
For ever singing as they shine* 
'The Hand that made us is divine/ 

The Lord my pasture shall 
prepare 

riE Lord my pasture shall prepare* 
And feed me with a shepherd's care ; 
His presence shall my wants supply* 
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And guard me whk t wttcUiI eye; 
My noonday iralks He alull tttoid. 
And all my midniglit houfs defend. 

When in tlie sultry glebe I faislp 
Or on tlie tliirsty mountain pinl. 
To fertile vales and dewy meads 
My weary, wandering steps He lead*, 
Where peaceful rivers, soft and dow. 
Amid the verdant landsape flow. 

Though in the paths of death I tread. 
With gloomy horrors overspread* 
My steadfast heart shall fear no ilL 
For Thou, O Lord, art with me still : 
Thy friendly crook shall give me aid. 
And guide me through the dreadful shade. 



Isaac Watts (1674.1748) 
Before Jehovah's awful throne 

BEFORE Jehovah's awful throne. 
Ye nations, bow with sacred joy: 
Know that the Lord is Cod alone* 
He can create, and He destroy. 
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His sov'reigA power* iritkovt out aid. 
Made vs of day* and formed us men; 
And wbeft like wandering slieep we stray'd. 
He brongbt us to His fold again. 

We'O crowd Thy gates witk thankful songs. 
High as the heavens our voices raise : 
And earth, with her ten thousand tongues. 
Shall ill Thy courts with sounding praise. 

Wide as the world is Thy command. 
Vast as eternity Thy love : 
Firm as a rock Thy truth must stand. 
When rolling years shall cease to move. 

O Gody our help in ages past 

OCOD, our help in ages past. 
Our hope for years to come. 
Our shelter from the stormy Blast, 
And our eternal home : 

Under the shadow of Thy Throne 
Thy saints have dwelt secure : 
SuCdent is Thine arm alone. 
And our defence is sure. 
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TIix stints, in til tlis glocioDa war. 
Shall conquer, AoQgli diey die; 

Tkey view tlie thumpli from ifaL 
And seize it with tlieir eye. 



When that illustrious day shafl i 
And all Thy armies shine 

In robes of victory through the akiei» 
The glory shall be thine. 



Alexander Pope (1688-1744) 
The Dying Christian to his Soul 

VITAL spark of heav'nly lame I 
Quit. O quit this mctftal frame: 
Trembling, hoping, lingering, flying 
O the pain, the bliss of dying I 
Cease, fond Nature, cease thy strife* 
And let me languish into life. 

Hark I they whisper; angels say. 
Sister Spirit, come awayl 
What is this absorbs me quite? 
Steals my senses, shuts my sight 
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Philip Doddridge 

Drowns my spirits, draws my breath? 
Tell me, my souL can this be death ? 

The world recedes ; it disappears I 
Heav'n opens on my eyes I my ears 

With sounds seraphic ring I 
Lend, lend your wings [ I mount 1 1 fly I 
O Grave I where is thy vidtory? 

O Death I where is thy sting ? 



Philip Doddridge (702-1751) 



Sursum 

YE golden lamps of Heaven, fareweO, 
With all your feeble light; 
Farewell, thou ever-changing moon. 
Pale empress of the night. 

And thou, refulgent orb of day. 

In brighter flames array 'd ; 

My soul, that springs beyond thy sphere* 

No more demands thine aid. 

Ye stars are but the shining dust 
Of my Divine abode, 
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The pivemeiit of thoie ketvudjr coiitts 
Wliere I alill teiga wttk Cod. 

Tht Ftther of etenal ligb 
Slitll there His beimi dispUys 
Nor shiU one momeal's dufawfi ma 
With thtt unvaried day. 

No more the drops of piencing gric£ 
Shall swell into mine eyes: 
Nor the meridian sun decline 
Amidst those brighter skies. 



John Wesley (703-1791) 
My Story 

4 ND can it be, that I should gain 
/V An interest in the Saviour's Uood? 

Died He for me, who ans'd Hb 
For me, who Him to death pursued? 
Amazing Love I how can it be. 
That Thou, my Cod, shouldst die for me ? 

'T is mystery all I Th' Immortal dies I 
Who can explore His strange design 7 
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John Wesley 

In vain the lirst-born seraph tries 
To sound the depths of Love Divine. 
'T is mercy all I Let earth adore I 
Let angel minds enquire no more I 

He left His Father's throne above, 
(So free, so infinite His grace ;) 
Emptied Himself of all but love. 
And bled for Adam's helpless race. 
'T is mercy all, immense and free I 
For O, my Cod I it found out me I 

Long my imprison'd spirit lay. 
Fast bound in sin and nature's night; 
Thine eye diffus'd a quickening ray; 
I woke ; the dungeon flam'd with light : 
My chains fell off, my heart was free, 
I rose, went forth, and f ollow'd Thee I 

Still the small inward voice I hear. 

That whispers all my sins forgiven : 

Still the atoning Blood is near. 

That quench'd the wrath of hostile Heaven: 

I feel the life His wounds impart; 

I feel my Saviour in my heart. 

No condemnation now I dread ; 
Jesus, and all in Him, is mine I 
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AH my troit oa Tkee is ilty'iL 
All my help from Tkee I kii^: 
C>ycr my def eacekss had 
With the shadow of Thy wifgl 

Wilt Thou Aot regtfd my call? 
Wilt Thou not accept my pcayer? 
Lol I sink. I faint I faU — 
Lol on Thee I cast my cacel 
Reach me out Thy gncious hand : 
While I of Thy stiengA ftcemp 
Hoping against hope I stand. 
Dying, and behold I live I 

Plenteous grace with Thee is f oud, 
Grace to cover all my sin; 
Let the healing streams abound : 
Make and keep me pure within :^ 
Thou of Life the Fountain art. 
Freely let me take of Thee ; 
Spring Thou up within my heart — 
Rise to all eternity I 
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Charles Wesley 
for a thousand tongues to sing 

OFOR a thousand tongues to sing 
My dear Redeemer's praise. 
The glories of my Cod and King, 
The triumphs of His grace I 

My gracious Master and my Cod, 
Assist me to proclaim. 
To spread, through all the earth abroad. 
The honours of Thy Name. 

Jesus, the Name that charms our fears. 
That bids our sorrows cease ; 
T is music in the sinner's ears, 
T is life, and health, and peace I 

He speaks, and, listening to His voice. 
New life the dead receive ; 
The mournful, broken hearts rejoice. 
The humble poor believe. 

Hear Him, ye deaf: His praise, yc dumb. 
Your loosened tongues employ: 
Ye blind, behold your Saviour come. 
And leap, ye lame, for joy I 
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The Pilgrim's Staff 

John Newton (725-1807) 
A Vision of Life in Death 

IN evil long I took delight, 
Untwed by shame or fear. 
Till a new objedt struck my sight. 
And stopp'd my wild career ; 
I saw One hanging on a Tree 
In agonies and blood. 
Who tx'd His languid eyes on me. 
As near His Qoss I stood. 

Sure never till my latest breath 

Can I forget that look : 

It seem'd to charge me with His death. 

Though not a word He spoke : 

My conscience felt and own'd the guilt. 

And plunged me in despair ; 

I saw my sins His Blood had spilt. 

And help'd to nail Him there. 

Alasl I knew not what I didi 
But now my tears are vain : 
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John Newton 

Wbere shall my trembling soul be bid? 

For I tbe Lord bave slain I 

— A second look He gave, wbicb said, 

•I freely all forgive: 

Tbis Blood is for thy ransom paid ; 

I die, tbat tbou may'st live.' 

Tbus, wbile His deatb my sin displays 

In all its blackest bue, 

Sucb is tbe mystery of grace. 

It seals my pardon too. 

Witb pleasing grief, and mournful joy. 

My spirit now is fill'd, 

Tbat I sbould such a life destroy, — 

YetlivebyHimlkill'dl 

How sweet the Name of Jesus 
sounds 

How sweet tbe Name of Jesus sounds 
In a believer's earl 

It sootbes bis sorrows, beals bis wounds. 
And drives away bis fear I 

It makes tbe wounded spirit wbole. 
And calms tbe troubled breast; 
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T is manna to tlie hungry souL 
And to the weary rest. 

Dear Name I tlie rock on wludk I build. 
My shield and hiding-place. 
My never-failing treasury, fiU'd 
With boundless stores of grace. 

By Thee my prayers acceptance gain. 
Although with sin defied ; 
Satan accuses me in vain. 
And I am owned a child. 

Jesus, my Shepherd, Husband, Friend, 
My Prophet, Priest, and King, 
My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End, 
Accept the praise I bring. 

Weak is the effort of my heart. 
And cold my warmest thought ; 
But, when I see Thee u Thou art, 
I 'II praise Thee u I ought. 

Till then^ I would Thy love proclaim 
With every fleeting breath ; 
And may the music of Thy Name 
Refresh my soul in death I 
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William Cowper (1731-1800) 
1 for a closer walk with God 

OFOR a closer walk with Cod. 
A calm and heavenly frame I 
A light to shine upon the road 
That leads me to the Lamb I 

Where is the blessedness I knew 
When lirst I saw the Lord? 
Where is the soul-refreshing view 
Of Jesus and His word? 

What peaceful hours I once enjoyed I 
How sweet their memory still I 
But they have left an aching void 
The world can never fill. 

Return. O holy Dove I return. 
Sweet messenger of rest I 
I hate the sins that made Thee mourn. 
And drove Thee from my breast. 

The dearest idol I have known, 
Whate'er that idol be. 
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Help me to tear it from Thy throne. 
And worship only Thee I 

So shall my walk be close with Cod, 
Calm and serene my frame ; 
So purer light shall mark the road 
That leads me to the Lamb I 

Far from the worldy O Lord^ 
Iflee 

FAR from the world, O Lord, I iee. 
From strife and tvmult far; 
From scenes where Satan wages still 
His most successful war. 

The calm retreat, the silent shade. 
With prayer and praise agree; 
And seem by Thy sweet bounty made 
For those who follow Thee. 

There, if Thy Spirit touch the soul. 
And grace her mean abode. 
Oh I with what peace, and joy, and love» 
She communes with her Cod I 

There, like the nightingale, she pours 
Her solitary lays: 
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William Cowpcr 

Nor asks a witness of her song. 
Nor tliirsts for human praise. 

Author and guardian of my life. 
Sweet source of light divine. 
And — all harmonious names in one — 
My Saviour I Thou art mine ! 

What thanks I owe Thee, and what love, 
A boundless, endless store. 
Shall echo through the realms above. 
When time shall be no more. 

od moves in a mysterious way 

GOD moves in a mysterious way 
His wonders to perform : 
He plants His footsteps in the sea. 
And rides upon the storm. 

Deep in unfathomable mines 

Of never-failing skill. 
He treasures up His bright designs 

And works His sovereign will. 

Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take: 
The clouds ye so much dread 
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Are big with mercy, ind alull break 
In blessings on your head. 

Judge not the Lord by feeble stmt. 
But trust Him for His grace; 

Behind a frowning Providence 
He hides a smiling face* 

His purposes will ripen fast. 

Unfolding every hour: 
The bud may have a bitter taste» 

But sweet will be the flower. 

Blind unbelief is sure to err. 
And scan His work in vain: 

Cod is His own interpreter. 
And He will make it {dain. 



Augustus Montague Top/ad^ 

(1740-1778) 

I^ock of Ages ^ deft for me 
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CXIK of Ages, cleft for me. 
Let me hide myself in Thee I 
Let the water and the blood 
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Augustus Montague Toplady 

From Thy riven side wlicl flow'd 

Be of sin the double cure, 

Qeanse me from its guilt and power. 

Not tie labours of my lands 
Can fulfil Tly law's demands : 
Could my zeal no respite know. 
Could my tears for ever flow. 
All for sin could not atone : 
Tlou must save, and Tlou alone. 

Notling in my hand I bring : 
Simply to Tly Cross I cling ; 
Naked, come to Tlee for dress; 
Helpless, look to Thee for grace ; 
FouL I to the Fountain fly: 
Wash me. Saviour, or I die I 

While I draw this fleeting breath. 
When my eyestrings break in death. 
When I soar through tradts unknown. 
See Thee on Thy Judgment-throne : 
Rock of Ages, cleft for me. 
Let me hide myself in Theel 
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Reginald Heher^ Bishop of 

Calcutta (1783-1826) 

Brightest and best of the Sons 
of the morning/ 

BRIGHTEST and best of the Sons of tlie mociiiiig! 
Dawn on our darkness and lend us tUne aid I 
Star of tie East, tie lorizon adorning. 
Guide wlere our Infant Redeemer is laid I 

Cold on His cradle tie dew-drops are slining. 
Low lies His lead witl tie beasts of tie stall; 
Angels adore Him in slumber reclining. 
Maker and Monarcl and Saviour of all I 

Say, slall we yield Him, in costly devotion. 
Odours of Edom and offerings divine ? 
Gems of tie mountain and pearls of tie ocean, 
Myrrl from tie forest, or gold from tie mine? 

Vainly we offer eacl ample oblation : 
Vainly witl gifts would His favour secure : 
Rider by far is tie leart's adoration ; 
Dearer to God are tie prayers of tie poor. 
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The Rf. Retd. Reginald Heher, D.D. 

Lord Bishop of Calcutta 

From tie mezzotint by S. W. Reynolds 

ifter the painting by Tbos. Pbillips 



Reginald Heber 

Brightest and best of the Sons of the morning I 
Dawn on our darkness and lend us thine aid I 
Star of the East, the horizon adorning. 
Guide where our Infant Redeemer is laid I 

An Evening Hymn 

GOD, that madest earth and heaven. 
Darkness and light; 
Who the day for toil hast given. 
For rest the night; 
May Thine angel guards defend us I 
Slumber sweet Thy mercy send us I 
Holy dreams and hopes attend us. 
This live-long night I 

Holy^ holT/y holy^ Lord God 
Almighty! 

HOLY, holy, holy. Lord Cod Almighty I 
Early in the morning our song shaU rise to Thee ; 
Holy, holy, holy ! merciful and mighty 
Cod in Three Persons, blessed Trinity I 

Holy, holy, holy I all the saints adore Thee, 

Casting down their golden crowns around the glassy sea : 
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Ptiy to be ptdtCt, thougli material leaves 
Forbid tlie spirit so on eartli to be: 

But if for any wish tbov darest not pitj. 
Then pray to Cod to cast that wish away. 



John Henry ^ Cardinal Newmi 

(1801-1890) 

The Pillar of the Cloud 

1EAD, Kindly Light, amid the encifding g|ooi 
Lead Thou me on I 
The night is dark, and I am far from home 
Lead Thou me on I 
Keep Thou my feet ; I do not ask to see 
The distant scene, — one step enough for me. 

I was not ever thus, nor pray'd that Thou 
Shouldst lead me on. 

I loved to choose and see my path ; but now 
Lead Thou me on I 

I loved the garish day, and, spite of fears. 

Pride ruled my will : remember not past years. 

106 




John Henry, Cardinal Newman 

From the etching by Paul Rajon 

after the painting by W. W. Ouless 
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To betr all sweedy, ltafin% stiQ to cfj 
'How beautifiil it is to be alivel' 

Thus ever towards iiua's height of noblencii 
Strive still some new progression to coitrive; 
TilL just as any other friend's^ we pctss 
Death's hand; and, having died, feel none Ae less 
How heautiful it is to be alive. 



William Ernest Henley {}^^\fy>i^ 



Invidus 

OUT of the night that covefi me. 
Black as the pit from pole to pde, 
I thank whatever gods may be 
For my unconquerable soul. 



In the fell dutch of circumstance 
I have not winced nor cried aloud. 

Under the bludgeonings of chance 
My head is bloody, but unbow'd. 

Beyond this place of wrath and tears 
Looms but the Horror of Ae shade, 
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Robert Louis Stevenson 
From tlie etchiiig by WtUum Struig 
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Robert Louis Stevenson 

And yet the menace of the yetrs 
Finds and shall find me unafraid. 

It matters not how strait the gate. 

How charged with punishments the scroll, 

I am the master of my fate : 
I am the captain of my soul. 



^bert Louis Stevenson (1850.1894) 



jRequiem 



UNDER the wide and starry sky 
Dig the grave and let me lie : 
Clad did I live and gladly die. 
And I laid me down with a will. 

This be the verse you grave for me : 
Here he lies where he longed to be; 
Home is the sailor, home from sea. 
And the hunter home from the hilL 
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